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Monſtrous Droll Songs! 


SONG, 
Song by Ms. , in the Jren Chex. 


M3 23> 138 A 


She certainly — this 
As a ſainple of all the ret. 


| The Chamber-maid's fides they weed actin: | 
When ſhe ſaw his queer rioſe, +, and the Bawip Sch back 7, | 
e no doubt, 8 BR 
la And though 'tis coafeſW/d, to the eke. 3 


ſtrongly in favor of wearing a 
et a noſe ſhoudut look Hke a t. ks 
A bag full of tbe de be Bil * 
322 1 on the widow — FS. 
And they quickly grew marvellous civil, — 4 45 — 
The money immediately alter's the caſe; ; —_ 
They irs charm'$ with bi Nang, and Bis Wet, and his 4 
- Tho? he fill might hare frighted the devil. Tface, 
He paid like a pri n . 
| Then flop'd on his de. 
ee * . the chink, 9 
Ctied Sir, Would this country ry again, a 


« I hearti hope hit the e of 
„„ Will flop at the widow's to risk.“ 


8 
SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Munden, * © 


WAS call'd knowing Joe by the of our town, 
I Old Dad tau — whace folk 
Cod! I 4 when they laughing came down, 
, coi * How _ —4 1 bowl folk; 5 
avant a ve, t now ve 
No boy of my age could tat louder ; A 
Crack a joak, tip the wink, or a droll ſtory tell ; 
ge „tou, none were prouder ; 
So, thinks, I, its better nor followin plough, 
To of Sabin jerks w folk. - 
„Sir nt 1% a mighty notion 
ing lor-man-ri be main liflom— boxes and * 
_ wreſtles verry N -+vgo-vindionons 


be il—(apoten.} 
a Nb wich the ſhew-folks. . 


{The plays ah Lf ant 1 devarmin'd wo hoep, 
Wk ETA . wh 44 
| ages, co I's, A Pripce or 8 weep 7 0 
AE ond fon e eee 0 
Their de, od! "hey bopdted beute, 
be And their leadies were all ſo bewitching, 
"When I thought to be droll, ' 1, was always ftrock mute, 
As the -rack hangs in our Kitchin ; 
aſk'd me to ſay, bow, © the coach was at door” 
hen were ſeated above, aud below folk! 
= I was ſo ſhame-fac'd, I floop'd on the floor! 
A kind of a ſort of gi ſeia d me all over! 
the candles dane d the bays ! — rere as dimmiſh as « _ 
ſcotch miſt! I dropp'd down as dead as a ſhot ! 


And ſmounded away amongſt the thow-folk. — 


They laygh'd'ſo, and jeer d me, as never was * 
leasen of fancy were paying | 


ye 


I 


. 


" IConfiſting of only one 


(.$-) 
One night I was ſent for to wait on a queen, 
[ * it were queen Hamlet of — (ales. 
Not thinking the plan they ere lay 
( My lady the died in a chair . 
While with pins me behind they were pricking : 
All at once I ſcream'd out !—lent her grace ſuch a douſe, 
That alive ſhe was foon—aye—and kicking ; 
The people all laugh'd at, and hooted poor I, 
And the comical dogs did me ſo joke 
That I made but one ſtep without bidding good bye, 
From their ſtage, cod! I never ſo much as once 


looked behind me ; tumbled over a barrel of thunder 
» knock'd down a hail-ſtorm—roll'd over the ſea—- 


And fo took my leave of the ſhew-folk. a 
— 
SONG, | 
Tree of Life, by Captain Morrir. 


8 ick up cars, and attend firs, a while. 
I'll fin e 
” as a faithful deſcription of the vw — " 
Tol de rol, &c. 
t, I declare; 
it ſtem I ſwear : 
in may; 
nt 7 YR 


is tree univerſal moſt countries produce, 
Bet till eighteen years growth tis not much fit for uſe; 
hen nine or ten inches—for it ſeldom grows higher ; 
ind that's ſure as much as the heart can defire. / 
| Tol de rol, & e. 


This tree is a ſucculent | 


I's top ſometimes like a 
Art other times more like a 


3 


But chiefly in Ireland this plant it beſt thrives, 
As well can be prov'd by their widows and wives: 
It's root is ſo ſtout and fo lang, I infiſton't, 
That moſt of their natives entirely ſubſiſt ont. 

| Tol de rol, & 


Some late vittuoſi, this tree to improve, 
Have cut off its fruit, called the apple of love; 


But it never after, nor is worth a louſe, 
Unleſs to make whiſtles for the Opera-houſe. 
Tol de rol, & 


It juice taken inward's a cure for the ſpleen ; 

And removes in an inſtant the fickneſs call'd green; 
Thaugh ſometimes it cauſes large tumours below; 
They diſperſe of themſelves in nine months or ſo. 

| Tol de rol, 

It cures all — man and wife, DEFY 
And makes her look ant through each ife ; | 
By a right application it never can fail; P Aye 
But then it muſt always be given in TAIL. 
| ; | Tol de rol, &c 
Ve laidies who long for « ſight of this tree, | 
Take this invitation come either to me: 
I have it juſt now in the height of perſection, 
Adapged for handling, and fit for Injection. 
SONG, 

Sung by Mr. Faweet, in Lock and Key. 
What a Woman is like, who can ſay ? 
There is no living with or without one 
Love bites Ike a fly, 


Now an ear, now an 


- Buz, buz, always buzziog about one, 8 


. * 


FT 


When ſhe's tender and kind, 
She is like to my mind, 
(And Fanny was ſo, I remember) 
She is like to—0Oh dear 
el She's as very near 
* As a on go ot peach in September. 
If ſhe laugh, and the chat, 
Play, joke, and all that, | 
And with ſmiles and good humour ſhe meet me, 
She is like a rich diſſi 
l, & 2 Of ven ſon or fiſh, | 
That cries out on the table “come eat me !” 


* 


But ſhe ll pla ou and vex you, 
2 DiſtraQ, 3 you, * 
| Falſe hearted, and ranging, 
ol, Uaſettled, and changing, 


What then do you think the is like ? 
Like a ſand ? like a rock? 


lifes} Like a wheel? like a clock? bs 
Aye, a clock that is always at trife. q 
Her head's like the iſland folks tell on, "#4 
ol, &c Which nothing but monkeys can dwell on, os. 
| Her heart's like a lemon — o nice, +, "Hep 


She carves for each lover a flice; 
In truth, the's to me, 3 
Like the wind, like the ſea, 

Whoſe raging will hearken to no man: | _ 
Like a mill, like « pill, 3 
Like a flail, like a Whale, 5 

8 Like an aſs, like a glaſe, 

Wbo e image is canſtant to no man; 

Like a flow'r, like a ſhow er, 

Like a fly, like a pie, 
Like a pea, like a flea, 
Like a thief, like — in brief, 
She's like nothing on earth - but a man! 


* 


(8) 
SONG, 
Sung &y Mr. Incledon, in the ame. 


69 all ye jolly ſailors bold, 
Whoſe hearts are caſt in honor's mould, 
While Engliſh glory I unfold, 


vzza to Arethyſa! 
She is a frigate * 


ht brave, 
As ever ſlem'd the daſhing wave; 
Her men are ſtaunch 
To their favourite launch, 
And when the foe ſhall meet our fice, 
Sooner than ſtrike we'll all expire, 
On board of the Arethuſa. 
Twas with the ſpring-fleet ſhe went out, 
* The Eogliſh Gay, to cruiſe about, 
" When — French fail, in ſhow ſo ſtout, 
Bore down on the Arethuſa. 
The fam'd Beile Poole firaight a head did lie. 
The Arethuſa ſeem'd to fly; 
Not a ſheer or a tack, 
Or a brace did the slack ; 
a Tho! the Frenchwan 1 ught oy ſtuff, 
know not the of how tough, 
1 * On board of the — 


On deck fire hundred men did dance, 
The ſtouteſt they could find in France 3 
We with tero hundred did 
On board of the Arethuſa. 
Our captain hail'd the Frenchman, ho! 
The Frenchman then cry'd out, hallo! 
Bear down, d'ye ſee, 
„% To our Admiral's ſee.” 
* No, no,” ſays the Frenchman, that can't be- 
6 Then 1 — = 
Says the ſaucy 


| * 


6 9) 
The fight was off the Frenchman's land, 
We forc'd them back upon their ſtrand, 
For we fought till not a flick would ſtand; 
Of the gallant Arethuſa. 
And now we've driven the foe aſhore, 
Never to fight with Britens more; 
Let each fill a glaſs 
To his favorite laſs! _ 
A health to our captain, and officers true, 
And all that belon yt 28 crew, 
On _—_ of the Ae |; 


— oP J 
: SONG, | | 1 | F 17 f 
1 waves were bau, ivy td,” * 
When failing on the main, — * 
Ben from ihe Maintop view d the dene, & bk, a 
And ſung in tender frain:' a 
Dear Sall, this age fo round 2 e 
Which pears Gee | * 


all e er my faith 
Which throbs for = — 


Still was the night when laſt on ſhore. _ 
We took a parting kiss, 
And warm the vows each other ſwore, 
To meet again in biiſe: 
A token then my ſally gave, 
'Tis this which now I view, Sens 
And in my heart ſhali ever live, . 
Which throbs for only vou. | „„ 
Sweet Sall wherever you may rose, 
Ah kindly think on me, , 8 
And this dear ſemblance of my love, 3 
Shall prove I doat on thee : WT. 


610 


Wherever bound by night or 

Still as the . od 
My conſtant heart ſhall never ſtray, 
Which throbs for only you. 


| HYMEN's EVENING Or. 


Sang by Mr. Dignum. 
___ (Pofl-Hon bbw.) 
l REAT news ! greatnews! great news! great news! 
1 G Great — news f I'm dither far 
I "Mong mortals to declare, 
What pas'd in Hymen's parliament, 
* Where Cupid rook the chair; 


made the wiſeft, belt degree; 
ou've known in all your lives; , 
Old Maids ſhall ble ſt with huſbaads be, 
And Bachelor with wives ! 
And all your Tabby . 
al Tabby ho 
Who may hs Lag glad 
In Hymen's Eveniag P 
Great news! great news! & 
every Bachelor for life, 


A duty muſt be paid, 
Refufing now to ks for wife 
An antiquated maid ; 
Poor foul ! how gieat muſt be her joy, 
Who ſuch a lot eſcapes! ; 
No more with Pug and Puſs to toy, 
And freed from leading Apes. 
What wonderful < ing news 
5 
may tidings ue, 
In Hymen's Evening Pol. 


Great news! great news! & 


* 
WWWWWGGWWW ag” ® 


+f 89 7} 


3 

A un * ̃ 

Who void of all domeftick bliſs, 
Lies ſnoring by himſelf ; 

He need not now, to chear his mind, 


In ſearch of roam, 
For ſure as fate he'll always find 
Enough of that at home ; \ 
For Bachelors what pleafing news, 
And all your Tabby hoſt ! 
Who may the tidiogs glad peruſe, 
In Hymen's Evening 
Great news! great pews ! &c. 


PADDY O BLARNEY. 
Sung by Mr. Dihbden. 


S'T my country you'd know, I'm a Iriſhman born, 
And they chriſten'd me Paddy O Blarney, 
Jo hay-making time I ſtept over one morn, ' 
All the way from the Lakes of Kilkarney, 
Turn'd my band to whatever came in my way, 
18 To be fure while the fun ſhin'd I did not male . | 
Well then, you know the wines and daughters of ' the far- 
meer went, well they won't, | 
Have plenty of caule to remember the day, 
When firſt they ſaw Paddy O Blarney. 


Then what does I do the next calling I ſecks, 
NL 

a — 2 

Ah, let alone Paddy O * 7 
Then freſh gathe- Hobbies ſo ſound and ſo ſweet, 


x #7 


{ m2 


So I coaxes he up, and herſelf makes her cheat, 
Ah, fait, let alone Paddy O Blarney. | 


Next I turn'd to a chairman and got good job, 
Ah, the world for the Lakes of — 
at a famous election the 

Ah, let alone Paddy O Barhey; 
Then to ſee how his bonour and l did cageſe 
9 flats with worde, Ea | ase * 

my 

Then you know. when be came to chair him I was no lon 

you zee, an odd man, er een by my foul © £-- 2m 
And ſure ſuch a pair was ne er ſeen 
As his honour and Paddy O Blat _— 


But this notion of was none of the worſt, 
Oh, —_— for the Lakes of Rn, wt. 
Haviv play'd fecond fiddie, I thought 1 

Can't ye let alone Paddy O Blarney * 
So ſ to plunder and never to ſpeak, 
I my quali ation took out and tucu'd Greek. 
Ah, to be re ave did not make a pritty. 


Ae let me ae? we fidgeoned,, ay fait, 


Fen ts I. bankers clerks in ans week, 
Will you let alone Paddy O Blarney, 

"_ man in all eirctes fo and polite, 
rn 


I found one durnt grown n 
Ju to finiſh my Paddy, O 


6 name, „ 
I don't ſay 1's better have let je alone. 


* e 


in for. you 5 N Door 
reed of my n, 
Wis ets Pity & s Fade thu 4 
20 d en Wr Wen * * How 


. »S 6.5 2 8 ts. l a .% _ 4 


. 


r agree Gps 
Ah, the world for the lakes of Kilkarney, ' 

With a Venus of ninety I next ran away, 1 

What a fine daſhing Paddy O Blarney; ; 

So nas'l out Os deft aaals af tho vwe, 

The old ſoul's to heaven, I'm as rich as a jew. 

e or 4 
for a lover, or, in abort, if any body cbould uu 10 
discunber d of the uneaziness of a <yife or a:daughter, or 
e eee 


B tleman that has nothing 
E e . 


„ | 
IRISH WAKE,” 17 4 
By Mr. Dibden. | 400 


\ 


L as ike 23 can be to ap lie wake, | 
Where their topers topers they light, 35s #, 2; 4 | 

Wi e 
Artab, Tuch a cake ? 

* what a. do? 1 ˖ 41 Da J 
gr. 4 lily, lily, laloo, | 


Fait wer'e left ale EI 


But when the g 
4 e 


71 . dr tory, 

o the 
0 And! 22 nn 
4 ich their ügtelurx, tipgelary, . 
I Poor miſe bolted fue with 8 arid 
4947 2 "LikeThitbe may chi * . 
4 Through the hoe in the wall, 
* * raten bereue 


C4 +3 


Wilbno-one take pity on me:? 
Muſha what willI do? 
Lilly, lilly, lilly, laloo, 

Oh, hone, 
1 ſhall after be lying alone. 


But when the rope-ladder affords her relief, 
Add ſhe turns on her mother her back, 

Mon ber friends and relations ſhe leaves all her grief, 
And away to Scotland they wip in a crack. 

| ich their tiptelary, wack. 

The toper next morning low, ſick, and in pain, 
The viaſſes all breaks, 

Beats his bead *cavuſe it aches, 

And wiſhes that wine may to poiſon be grown, 
s in, 
r 
illx, hilly, , 

Oh, hone, ns 
From this moment I'1! drinking « diſows. 


But when In a poſſe come Bacchus's troop, 
He changed his tone 3 . 
They drink and they ballow hand 
1 ue from black. 
And its tiptelary, wack. 
And fo ris through life, ife, widow's left in the nick, 
Dying ſwains in diſgrace, 
— I on of APO: 
Don't they curſing their ſtars, ea moan, . 
Ja Bk when the devil was | 1 2 
Wid their what will T do? © 


Lis os lilty, lilly,” lab, Ed by | 


2 week Er left all to grunt und 10 groan, | 
c widow married ain. * 9 2 
W , = 4 a. _——} 
When the patriot ouſted a place ſhall obtain, 
Away to the devil goes care in a crack, 
And 'tis tiptelary, wack, 


iel, 


9 


* 


( 3s 5 

| By Mr. Dibden, hs 3 
* round me, ye laſſes, and lend me an ear. 

The Aimanack ſays, Ninety-six is Leap Year, 4 
Huſſey, cries our Margery, well numſkull, what then? 
Why zounds, don't the women go courting the men, 
And they'll make the beſt on'r, and not ſtand hum drum, 
For they won't have another for eixht years to come, 


Come ladies a truce to each maideniſh fear, 
Kiſs the fellows and wiſh 'em a happy new year, 


A happy new year, u happy new year, 

Vn the fellows and with em a happy new year. 

See the fly little toads how the ogle and grin, 

That's right, ſqueeze his hand, chuck 'em under the chin, 
See that ſhrimp with that giant there prattle and toy, 
You're a deviliſh fine fellow, nay, don't be fo cry, 
Then the ſmirks and ſhe pats him, and ſo this the road is, 
] call theſe leap years be nice times for the ladies, 

That right, how they ſoigher and ſimper and leer. 
Kiſs 'em up girls, and wi em a happy new year. 


Then as there's no Jack but he finds out bis gill, 2 

Who knows he but I man love get my fill, 
Let 'em come, who's afraid? wounds as ſtout as they be, 
| ſhould like to caich them a courting of me, 

She that chuſes the out a perſon of raſte, 

I can tell her will find not a very ſham'd-face, 4J 
What does tell me, ſays I, that thou loves me, my dear, 
Ge's a buſs then, and wiſh me a happy new year. -- 


But wounds while T joke too in this merry fir, 

I maunt let my tongue, d ye ſer,” run fote my wit, 

For however one may laugh but the girls and be free, 
They have more ſenſe bo half in theſe matters than we, 
Give a woman ber way, and I'll wager upon her, 

She leaves foppery and nonſenſe to e uſe truth and hopour, 
And he may well brag, and his head high up rear, 
Whom ſhe kiſſes and wiſhes a happy new year. 


0-8-3 


Then as each Britiſh beauty be conſtant _ = 


So much do they pages whey pen, 1 
That now they got leave for to do what they 
Who now hep gut e ts logs, 
So as loyalty, truth, and each generous du 
Be learnt to we men-folks by — abe. 
Let us not be ouidone in our own proper ſphere 

Byt let love merit love, and each year be leap year, 


* 


THE C ROPS, 


And — throng, 


Will chaſe dull care away; 
The times have been bard I] allow ; 
I 
| an i 
| See all around, : 


| What crops abound, 


| For one of laſt year we have twenty, 


Fine crops, 
ws pf &c. 
i . UZZA, 
| What need we fear, 

This is the harveſt of leap year, &c. 
The ladies too, 

' As true, 

_ Flock the green cloth board, 
And fitting late, | 

To help the tate, | 

Deal out their ſpouſy's hoard, | 

Wich arms and with elbows all bare, 


No p: 
Conte 


All fe 


From 


We 
But 

And 
To f 


And 


( 7 ) 


No pains nor expence they ſpare, 

Content to be chain'd . middle, 
With gilded head. 
Like gingerbread, 

All follow the card and the fiddle, 
Great haſte, 


+: 


Huzza, &c, 
Tf aid like this, 
Tbo' ma'ma and miſs, 
From recreation ſprings, 
It bucks and fops, 
Produce ſuch crope, 
We never can want good things ; 
But ſhould glitteripg belles ſhine in vain, 
And cruel informers complain, 
To ſtop the fair bank circulation, 
Our dogs will help, 
Tax every whelp, 


And puppies — prop up the nation, 


Tha 's how, 
Huzza, huzza, &c. 


SON, 5 
Sung by Mr, Fawcett, in Baznian Day. 


N my club-room ſo great, 
When I'm ſeated in ate, 
At the head of the table I ſhine; 
With hammer in hand, * 
Zounds! how I P 
As I puſh round the bumper of wine: | 
Then a | ; 
Mr. Briſket, the butcher is call d on to fing. 
Steal] Sir I'll do my beſt, Ke. 
Ma chere amie, amie, &c. 


fter we've toaſted the health of the king, 


£39: I 
Now I wink, and I ſtare 
At my next neighbour's chair; 
Tts with you, Sir, a lady to give : 
A dutcheſs, at leaſt, 
Muſt now grace our feaſt z 
Then the thanks of the room I receive: 
Till filence is call'd all the table along, 
And a bald-pated gentleman fings us a ſong. 
aks.) TI try, gentlemen, &c. 
Time has not thinn'd my flowing hair, &c. 


Then we drink, and we puſh round the bowl, 
Till a medley, at laſt, ſums up the whole; 


. Whilſt, f. 'd, all the cl declare, 
Bobby 8 1 
— 
SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


OW fweet is the breeze at eve's modeſt hour, 
When it murmurs yon lime trees among; 
When the black-bird and thruſh ſo enchantingly pour 
Their melodious ſweetneſs of ſong ; 
When flowly adown from the warm-glowing weſt, 
The bright sun is ſeen to deparr, 
When all paſſions hut love ane huſh'd into reſt, 
I fly to the girl of my heart. 


My Anna is gentle, is lovely and kind, 
bs dats wee warms ; 
Enchanting alike are her perſen and mind, 
Each a portion of charms ; 
For a maiden ſo lovely, —a charmer fo bright, 
5 — 
triſles that othe! 
Aud fly to the girtof my hear, 


(27-3 


Her that ſo languidl 
He! chaoke that 4 rival — 4 


In my boſom the ſoſteſt + ay = TY 
And charm my fond heart to repoſe; 


And when her ſweet accents ur'd I hear, 


Thro' my ſoul they ſo thrillingiy dart; 
Oh! what Wands « m——— ) ſtrike my rapt cas, 
2 AT of my heart» 
—_— 
e Sung by My. Jobustone, in the Lad of the Hills, 


RAY look on me, Sir, and then gueſs eſs vocation ; 
I'm ſchool- e 
= in my chair arid ſuch curſt botheration, | 
1 _—— — — 
is lad you ſee here—You're a in your ſtocking, ' 
Why, Sir, he” > Uſher—Pho, boy, where's your 


How neatly be ſtands !-—with your elbows out-cocking ! | 
What « mannerly child ber Lick up like a cow * 

| Then Sir, he can write, 

Your ſoul he'd 


1 bring * rn Sac 


| They op 12 — 


Tho? LD as ir, 
In ſhort ot my youths, I'm a noble com 


Sunday, before em T wal We 
like a 


py Tongs 
hs 


J 


(08 


And their B. C. D. 
And their E. F. G. 
And their fal. lal, la! 


An Echo SONG. 
eg by Mri. Mountain and Macer Wel.b. 


WAS in the green meadows ſo gay, 
Where lovers their paſſions . 
5 William did tenderly ſay, 
« How dye do,” as we happen'd to meet; 
% How dye do, Sir,” again anſwer'd I, 
Not thinking of harm it is true, 
Wheo Eeho (or elſe may 1 die) 
Reply'd in return, How d'ye do?” 
Echo,. How d'ye do?!” 
'Reply'd in Return, How d'ye do? 


Io vain we explor'd all round, 
No creature whatever was near, 
Alas? what a wonderful ſound, ; 

% How d'ye do?” we could both of us hear: 
$ure Cupid lay bidden bard by, SEE 
And gave gentle Echo the cue, 

For ſtill it continued to 8 

Ivo and proteſt dy'e do?” 
4 Echo—** How ye do? 

I vow and proteſi How d' ye do? 


William, —** dear girl, never mind, 
* Since Echo can 4 harm,” 
Then kiſs d me both tender and kind, 

And circled my waſte with his arm ; 
Let Hymen, he cried, make us one, 

I * the ad vice to purſue ! 
Now Echo, ſays I, babble on, 
Which it did ſure enough— How 

Echo“ How d'ye do? 


J 


dye do?” 


. 
SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


was one eve in ſummer weather, 
| Near to acliff upon the ſand, 
Young Ned and Kate both ſtray'd together, 
Fos love had link d them hand in hand; 
FThe Boatſwain hail'd all hands on board, 
Ned ne'er repin'd at war or fate, 
He anſwer'd to the Boatſwain's word, 
Tho' torn away from lovely Kate. 
For young Ned was true at heart, 
And fcorn'd to rail at war or fate, 
Reſolv d to act a Britonꝰs part 
But ſigh'd to leave his y Kate. 


Frenchman's pennant was ſeen flying, 
Far in the offing clear to ſight; 
oor Kitty 's eyes o'erflow'd with crying, 
She knew her Ned was call'd to fight. 
vaſt, ſays he, and ceaſe your whining, 
We ſailvrs have no time to prate : 

d ] ſtand here on ſhore re pining, 
I were unworthy lovely Kate. 
For young Ned was true, &c. 


I be keel-haul'd if they find me, 
Like to a coward run a-back ; 


life —— by fate, 
; Ned nochanging lover, 


o his lovely Kae. 
__ „ Kc. 


( 22 ) 
SONG, 
Sang by Mr. Dramas. 


ROM North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
I have plough'd the ocean wide, 


With fearful danger oft oppreit, 
By warring winds and tide : 
The biilows roll'd, the ſhip was toſs'd, 


My heart was ſunk, my bopes were loſt, 


But now return'd and free from harms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 


My pretty pretty Polly. 


When whizzing balls around me flew, 

My heart would fink chro? fear, 

But rouz'd by one bleſt thought of you, 
My life became more dear : 

Boldly I fought my country's foe, 

And laurels crown'd thy Harry's brew, 

I dar'd all dangers, ſcorn'd alarms, 

In hopes to harbour in your arms, 


My pretty preity Polly, 


For you I toil'd, for you I fought, 
thoughts were ſtill on you, 
The bfe I fav'd, the wealth I ſought, 
Had fill your bliſs in view: 
With ſtore f gold, to make you gay, 
We'll anchor-in fate week-ck's bay, 
Secure from ſtorms and rude ale ms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 
My pretty pretty Polly. 


—̃ 
SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Dignun. 


HRO! life's rugyed royage, each mortal muſt ſail, 
Oit toſt by the billows of fortune about; 


* 


t, 


ſt ſail, 


E 


This hour a calm, and the next one a gale. 
Makes all of the harbour of happineſs doubt. 7 


Yet amidſt the hard troubles that mankind muſt. Beat, 
The gods have ſent pleaſures to ſweeten our ſours * 
For triendſhip and love may defy ev'ry care, 
And ſtrew the rude crofles of lite o'er with flowers. 


Each man in his way muſt encounter rough ſeas, 
And buffer with perils and tempeſls of pain: 
And ſhould fortune ſmile, ſo uncertain the breeze, 
That man muſt ſtill doubt if its meant to remain. 
Yet amidft the hard, &c. * 


The phantom ambition, oft leads us aſtray, 
Then leaves us bewilder'd, quite loſt in the dark; 
And often to folly, would leave us a prey, 
Did reaſon not throw in a luminous ſpark. 
Vet amidſt the hard, &c. 


SONG, 


c by Mauer Wilib. 
OME buy my ripe: cherries, fair maidens come buy, 
I ſell them ſo cheap ſure you cannot deny; 
Not for filver or gold with a c I'll part, 
To the ſmile of good humour I yield up my heart, 
The true bleeding heart, 
Come buy my ripe cherries, 
The true bleeding heart. 


E 

or the ips, or t of the eyes; 

To the —* tho” 2 not with one will I part, 

To the ſmile of good humour I yield up my heart. 
The true bleeding heart, &. | 


% 


1 


Den 
ive a poor little boy, O give him a ſhare : 
For your kindneſs, dear ladies, a truth I'll impart, 
| F 222 27 Tape: | 


be true bleeding heart, &c 


SONG, A 


Sang by Mr Breham in Mabmend. 


Fe los night does morning break, 
of ® ; dove, 1 ſee? 

w'rs of promis d blifs 7 wake, 

To life and thee. 


| Far hence in joyleſs realms ſhall pine 
The hear: that love diſdains, 


! 


With joys for ever mine, 
p Wich love and thee: 


To thee, my fair, white life ſhall laſt, 
My foul hall co conſtant be, 
Sal dach wake 


SONG, 
wan RE 
A Monarch's boundleſs 


Of di 
feed ambition? fame, 


From the noiſy tumult, I, „1 TM 
rel | 


and 8 ceptres 1 . * 4 
Love ad foft content be min. | To cc 


| (87-3 
> S ON G. 
THE HOUSE OF HUR FATHER. 


Ar Llantavre, Got pleſs hur, a place of renown, 
Hur was brought up, and porn, twas a praſe 
gallant tewn ; 
Hur father, Got pleſs hur, did keep a good houſe, 
Where never was 3 of goot — and ſouſe. 


Oh the houſe of bur father, hur father's goot houſe, 
I ere never was lack of goot putting and ſouſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin and goot barra-chotuſe, 

Ang was it not, look you, a a plentiful buuſe.” 


Hur father, Got pleſs her, was gallant man, 
A ſhentleman, look you, and n hur name; 


8 many ſears on hur worſhip's goot 
Ob the hoſe of bur father, r. 


For hur ſprung from the loins of great Oven 
lendour, ; 

Hur ſlew many ſhiants. reliev'd many maids, 
A — of great valour; but a. cobler by trade. 
Obe houſe of bur father, &c. 


DF duanocks and goats hur had got ſtore and 
plenty ; 
Of leeks a great' garden, with cabbages dainty, 
An old hy ge s bill for a pipe—with goot 
uor, 
To — hur noſe when hur ſat in hur wicker. 
O tle bouſe of bur father, c. 


Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 


o great was hue adh. hur ſtrength, and tur 


( 28 ) | 

Now hur father was tead, oh peace to hur relique, * 
Hur was dead of the wind in hur guts and they. W 
cohc, - 

Hur houſe, goots and chattels, bur left to hur ſon, 


Who was look'dat b all as a triving young man, 
G hr boaſe of bur father, Sa 


But the firſt of great March, on St. Taffid' 
t day, 


grea 
As thorough L atavre hur took hur beſt Way, 
With hur ſeek in hur hat, to ſhow hur was going 
With Shenkin, and Morgan, and Watkin, id 
en. 


O the bouſe of bur father, 80 


No as hur was paſling the folks all among, 
Sweet Winnefred's face hur beheld in a throng 
St. David! -_ great was poor Hughy's ſur 
Ze 
Wben hur kel the ſharp meu that ſhot from 
hur eyes. 
Oh the marvelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Shones, 
i bicb makes bur fit 2 hopping with fighting and groans 
Mating bur moans, fighings and groans, 


Z 'Ob the marvels ee of fueet Wienefred Shoes. 


The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from hur quiver, 
; Went the thorough hur breaſtbone, and ſtuck in h 


liver, 


E puppied and glow'd in af* 
But Winnehel's, look You, 


: 


Wel I 


the marvelous eyes, & Oh 
By Cheſu hur ſwore hur wou d pluck up a co 2 


Hur * and ſwore hur was good as leek 
porrage, B 


And leave off 


\ 


. . 


Bot hur gimlet hur cock d with an eye of diſdain, 
Which piere d hur heart thorough and thorough _ , 


ot Ob the marvelous eyes, Cc. 


Cot ſplutter bur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 


Hur would hate all fuch jades as the plagues of a 
nation: 


But the ſlut was fo cruel, hur ſpit in hur face, 


A ßgn bur was lack of good preeding and 


grace. 
Ob the damnable eyes of Miſs Winnefred Shones, 


— up hur alls and be going. 
priples and praples as loving, 


Farewell to Ls of faireſt renown, 


So now hur w 


Hur II ſeek Rur goot-fortune in London ne 


town. 


Then adien to the beuſe, ob bur father” s fine 
Where never was lack of goot putting and 
Prafe barra-minnin, and goot parra-chowſe ; 
. it not, look you, a plentiful henſe, 


8 O N G. oy 
| DooDLE Doo. „ 
Tune, —Every where fine Ladies flirting. 


OUNGLINGS fond of female chaces, 
Mount on hopes in wedlock's races, 


Some for fortune, ſome for faces. 


Deoddle, doodle, doo „Ee. 
Oh! the extaſic joys which flow, fir, 
When two ſouls congenital oe © r, 
This above, and that below, fir 
Doodle, 2 dos. 
B 2 Each 


( 30 ) 
Each gainſt each, like wreſtlers, twining 


| _ with each tow ren joining, 
Now reſiſting, now reſigning. 
When imparadisd they're | 
Ev'ry nerve ſtretch' d to its —_ 9 
* what or wherein. 


Doodle, and. dv. 1 


Fainting , panting—pulles thrilling— 
8 t waits, and willing. 
But he's out of breath with billing. 

; Doodle, deodle 2 | 
Fain the fair would fond! y dally, . | 
Looking love—but he don't rally, 

Rather ſceming—ſhilly ſhally. 8 

hot Doodle, doodle, ds. 
Kihing. ſmiling, ſhe crĩes— ! fo / 

. Go, you nenghty creature—go/ go! 
While he yawns out—ab/ ab/—ob! ob! © 
: Doodle, deodle, doo. 2 


nn. = © 

Mien will furious fall on faces, 4 

Then fall off into diſgraces. 
Diuosadle, doodle, _ 


All the work they make with woings, 


NEEDED on — cooings, 
— dvds heck 


off 1 
« F 1 


=— 


2 — - 


. 
* 

F Ui bo « 
* 
= 


(3 
ng back, then falling to, fr; 


o 

= + 
LAS 3 

= * 


N e babies, beauties woo, far, 
Love i cock a doodle doo, fir. 
dos, BARTLEME FAIR, | 


Tune, Young Strephon he went Voter day is the wake 
Wee gentlefolks ſtrut in their filver and 


| * in ſtraw hats and 


| as werridy old Eagiits ballads cim Gage, | 
As they in their opperores outlandiſh ling-o ; 
Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 7 
Tho? if | will fing nothing but Bartleme Fair-o, 


* re 
% Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary ſtriv- 
| : Here's fiddling and fluting, and ſhouting and 
Pikes, trumpets, drums, bag-pipes, and barrow : 
| My rare road 2d ou, here's choice of fine 
| | Tho? all i is noch ſound bought at Bartleme Fair-o. 
| Here are „ and. — | 
Plumb-porridee, black-puddings, andopeningof 


oyſte rs; 


<1 


- 


; 
| 
4 
i 


B 3 The- 


( 32 ) 5 
The tap*houſe gueſts ſwearing, and gall'ry folks - 


ſq 1 
With 8 os, and mouth- pieces bawl- | 


Pimps, pickpockets, ſtrollers, fat landladies, 1 
fſailors, 


Bawds, bullies, Giles, jockies, thieves, tumblers, f 
| and taylors. 1 


Here's Punch's whole play of the gunpowder= 


| ot, fir, 
Wild all ahve, and peale-porridge hot, fir : 


Fine ſauſages fry' d, and the Black on the wire; 
The wholecourt of France, and nice pigs at the 


The 2 — who'll take a feat in tha 1 ©? 


chair - o, 
There are more ups-and-downs than at handene 
_ Fair-o. a 


Here's Whittington' „— PETLEreI Cue 
The chaiſe withbut horſes, and Queen of Hun- 
3 » > 1 

The . come who rides, come 
| bo rides; 
Wine. beer, ale, and cakes, beſides ; 
The fam'd learned 1 
And ſome men, as are not much his 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble mong 
gay things; 
Our . like children, are tempted by play · 
things; 
By ſound and b ſhew, by traſh and by trum | 
Ihe fal-Jal's of faſhion, and F rence rum- | 
pery. Life 


TY 


To 


(Im 2 
Life is but a droll, rather wretched than rare - o, 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartleme Fair-o. 


S$S O N G. 
Sung in the Character of Capt. O'Cutter, 
Tune, ——Triftram Shandy. 


WI esd rens inthe Northum- 


| . 
M ſtation was off Mbitebaven, and Cumberland, 
here I firſt taſted the li of my dear; 
When ſtruck with feature, 
I cry'd my dear creature, 
My heart is light-headed I' make appear. 
Survey me you'll find me a-graa, 
A well-bodied man in the face, 
Dear Terry, ſaid ſhe, your la, la; 
Then: give me a loving embrace. 


| Cao. The blue ruby lips of my joy,. 


Are ſweeter nor tracte 
| Sing fora lallara, lalles, 
whack, 


7 , 
gain her affections as I was endeavouring 
In the church-yard of a ſun-ſhiny night, 
Dear Juggy, ſays I, now leave off your palaver- 


ng, 
For my tongue's rigg'd with truth, and my 
Tk veg ey ba. 
me be prevailing, 
Before we ft failing. 
Tl bring my defign in © dark to the light ; 
Ohl then by the wooden tomb-ſtone, 
My brighteſt of beauties I. ſwore, . 
| B. 4; But 


nor ſack ; 


( 34) | 
But you and ten more I alone | 
'Till after my death will adore. 4 Het 


The name pon my ho ennyO' Br an, 
Who danc'd, the de in the w ole 
"2 North, 
A niece to the piper, call'd fire away Flannegan, 
The fierceſt fellow on this fide the Firth ; | 
Siure the lord chancellor, 
| Might wiſh to handſel her, 
For there's no firſt-rate of half ſo much worth, +; 
| O 85 be conſtant I cry'd, 0-5: 
iſe I will fly "He your ſight, Take 
Bot fait I did make her my bride, n 
And ever ſince ſhe's my delight. f We'l 


We ſoon had a boy that's now. nurſing at ET 
Mancheſter, ; 

The picture of my great ſucceſſor that's dead, 
I hope that in time he will prove my beſt anceſtor, | j 
he braveſt of babies that e er wore a head; — 
I'm Captain O*Cutter, nem 

No bouncer or ſtrutter, = 

Each limb of my carcaſe is lighter than lead ; 


O Tuggy come kiſs me, ſaid I, 4 Here 
And plague me no more with your art, IN 
For if yqu do after I die, com 
You'll trip up the heels of my heart. 3 
$ ON G. unc 
A DRINKING so. Whi 
Tune, —Puſb about the briſk bowl. — 
ME let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck 


ten, 
Leave fois and take off your glaſs— | 
He 


: Who rules will preſcribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 


He | 


"I 2 IS 

He that will not, I'm ſure (tho' he looks like a : 
man 4 
Deſerve tobe reckon'd an as, an aſs, == 
Deſerves to be reed aft | 


SIE be jovial and — k, Gng and n. 
meagre deſpair * 


Fl the bumper, and he wt nba wp debe 2 
h 4 
Deſerves io be reckon'd.a aſs. . —_— 


Take ur wee is hand, a big far exchiolve, _ | 
Give e toaſt of ſome fay'rite laſs: ho 


4 


| wel pledge it, and he that does far before 
oF twelve 


Defetves we e reckon'd an afs SEL 
Come, give us a. ſong, that is ſtock d well vith 
Our time let it merrily paſs; , 


1 W Ty: he that farts before one 


Deſerves-to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Here, free from our cares, let us ate eee — 
Look on money as nothing rde . 

Come lads, drink about, he that ſtarts before ta 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. FE 


Their fcheming is all but a faxce; - 
Whilſt liquor enough he that ſtrats — thret. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als.  _ 


D 


| Were wonderfl high, and as wonderful low. 


| Some wonderful folks make a wonderful rout, 


5 lad 
. The times « the other Bag ag er were fo bad 
No wonder if this fide or that fide is mad, 


| bs. aaa > yes 
nobody can 


(36) 


8 To ſ- 
s O N 6. Ini 
. THE WONDER. N 
Tune, —Since Life's but a Feſt, 


Wonder! dender! id Ill thew, 
- 2 = GIL 20 


Which nobody can deny 


We * are wond' ring at ev'ry thing new, 

things we wonder at rich do, 

'Tisa wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are true, 
ich nobody can 


While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder out 
We wonder what blunders can be about, 


One fide fays the times are ſo good they are 


= 


Which nobody can « 


| AS canes 3 me giver Bringes projab ] 
That our taxes be 'leſs, and we wear lair H 


y what he owes, - An 
hich nobody can deny} Let h 
Imprimis,—reflet on the taxes on wheels, An 


On cards, and the claret we waſte at our meals * 


May 
And that ev'ry wearer may p 


I Te 


= n 
To be ſure we muſt own it is curſed provoking, 
To ſee how ſome people their vices are eloaking, 

4 While virtze—but, neighbours, don't think I 


ao 


For my grandfather ſaid, and his name is rever'd, 
That his father's father had —— — 

How virtue, when he was a ſchoo „appear 
1 8 Which nobody can deny. 
She fled, without leaving behind her directions, 

'T was in vain, ſhe obſerv'd, to oppoſe fuch con- 

neftions, 5 
As turtle- feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections, 
1 ; Which nobody can deny. 


You may think me ſevere, but indeed you think 


I promis'd a wonder at firſt in my ſong, 
And the wonder is, How cou'd you liſten ſo long? 
Which nobody can deny. 


$ ON 6G. 
THE MERRY FELLOW. 
TIE that will not merry merry be WS: 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 


May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 


Let him be' merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here ; 


Wes, 
K - 


5 


neals For who can know where we ſhall go 

, | To be merry another year ? 

n | " > NW 8 He 
Te N 


He that will not merry m 


WP ES BW 
He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courle, 


| May be be obliged to drink ſmall beer, 


ith ne'er a penny in his purſe. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


' He that will not merry ally eye be, 


Wich a comp'ny of joll 


May he be plagu'd with a tre" be wide, 


o confound him with her noiſe. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bad, 


Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


S ON G. 
Sung in the Miller of Alfi 


ä H happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
— nor fears to be 


On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, | 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


Which is, &c, 


What tho! he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 


The more he is pow 


er d, the more like a beau z 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 


Than a courticr who ftruty-in his garter and ſtar. 


Than a courtier, &c. 


Tho“ 


( 39 ) - 
T Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not ft to 4 
be ſeen, 

| The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, ; 
Gold in handling will ftick to the fingers like 


. Gold in handling, &c. 


T What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 


He cribs without ple from other mens facks; 

In this ſort of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 
Who borrow, &c. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eftate, 
In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate; 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 


nnn to his mil. 
As all, &c. a gut 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's 


And down when he's weary contented does lie; | 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing ; 


If ſo happy a miller, then — be a 1 


8 0 N G. | 
ans Roger came tapping at Dolly's win- oY 


Thum paty, thumpaty,. thump. | 
He begg d for admittance, ſhe anſwer*d him Nos . 
Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump. | : 
My Doty, my 2 your. tu ue love is here, — 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump: I . 
o, | 


( 40 ) 
No, no, Roger, no, as you came you may go, b 
Slumpaty, ſiumpaty, ſlump. | 


Oh, what is the reaſon, dear Dolly, he cry'd, X 
| Humpaty, humpaty, hump, \W - 
That thus Pm caſt off, and unkindly deny'd ? 


Trumpaty, trumpaty, trump : "Tt 1 V 


Some rival more dear, 3 


Yet 


0 —— — 
um um 
Andaltin dir feap” „ 


His Kin * Le: O's. be — FO fool'd, | 1 


Mumpaty, mumpaty, mump; | 
He ſwam to the ſhore, and ſaw Dolly no more, 


Rumpaty, rumpaty, rump. 


Oh then ſhe 1 and recall'd him again, 
umpaty, h ; 
While le = „ the plain, 
7 ſlump: 
Determin's to find a _ more kind, ' 
u , plumpaty, plump, 1 
way Dolly's $ afraid ſhe' muſt die an old maid, * 
| Mumpaty, „ „ 


SONG. 


( 4r ) 


| .$ ON 6. 
Nu, Heads, or a Niem ef the Year 1783. 
dg? Tune, — Derry down. 


V mmnghes, , and ſtrong- heads, attend to 


my 
Ve clear- heads, and queer - heads, and heads 
that | without brains ; 
| Yethick-ſculls, and quick-ſculls, and heads great 
| and ſmall, | 


1 nnn | 
| Derry down, &c, 


73 Ye ladies —T * not offend for the world, 
„ J Whoſe bright-heads, and light - heads, are fea 
d, ther'd and curl'd; 
Tze mighty dimentions, dame nature fi 
e, 2s find ſhe'd fo groſsly miſtaken the fize. ' 
Derry down, &c. 


And ye petit maitres, your heads I might ſpare, 
l Encumber'd with nothing but powder and hair, 
4 Who yainly diſgrace the true monkey race, | 
By = aces: its own native 


Derry down, &c. 
, 7 Enough "might "2 faid, durſt I venture my 


On crown'd-heads, and round-heads, of theſe 
| modern times; 
3. But this ſlippery path let me cautiouſly tread, 
| The neck elſe may anſwer, perhaps for the head. 
ry conn oe 


of © ra 


( 42 ) 


t AI e 


Have taught much, and wrought much, 2 if 
| much to. repeat, He lu 
On the neck of corruption uplifted is fd, WMTho' « 


6 nn . 4 J 
— dreamers of politic ahi 

the downfall of Kingdoms and inge 
Can your wiſdom declare how the is fed, 
B r 


. e ders confounders and heads of tht 
I bring caſe in point, do not point out a 
If reaſon is treaſon, what plea ſhall E plead, - -*4 


TY TO - nn: for your-chief has af 


* Derry down, Ko- 
j Fo 65 Britannia's boſom ſweet liberty ſmil'd, And 
pI any your ſtrong while ſhe blen ber 


£ Ne. — 


ng, > fever th bred, ö Tue 
bs, and diſtracted hes 


4 ve luirned fiate ds Sers, your hbours are vain, Witt 
Proceeding by bleeding, to ſettle her brain; 'T; 
Much. lefs can your art the loſt members reſtore, 18 


CR muſt follow, — perhaps ſomething | 
more. Will 
Deny down, dic. | 


1 


( 43) 
e goddeſs of whim ! when with checks lean or 


7 full, 

1 n influence ſeizes an Engliſnman's ſcull; 

E Ye blunders, yet wonders his ſchemes ever fail, 
4 * often miſtaking the head for the tail. 

= Derry down, &c. 


' 


23 
Ss ON G: | 
ne! une,—Cefar and Pompey were beth of them horned. 


HAT a noiſe has there been, what a great 
conſternation, 

kidour the fine jockies, that jockey the nation 7 

robe in's a mere 


flog to get the beſt places: 
1 — 


d Yard be e 


And * 22 * * wou 4 


| her 8 hang, 8 be” 
{ The hindmoſt condemns what the foremoſt is 
8g, 
** And ſwears he wrong meaſures is daily purſuing; 


Yet, twenty to one, were he in the ſame place, Sir, 


r 
| Tis nothing but jockeyiag, and thoſe that 16 
mark it, 


market. 


Will find as much jockeying at Court, as New 


When 


7 


( 44 ) 'F * 
When the Scots into places of aruſt got admitaſ yy, « 


tance, 
And favours were amply beſtow'd on Nori v ba 


Britons; 5 © Self 3 int 
Then the Whigs were with anger and je $ltboots 
ſwelling, | 


To w_ in power, who before were rebel- 
'T'was this his provol'd Wilkes tothat fore aggravs- 
For which he was jockey'd quite out of the n- N 


| Sung 
There is not a ſtateſman ad 1 


Ince oa do gt TH Dull u 
Yet plain it is ſeen, that ſome patriot Not 
Who call themfelves Englifhmens” „ Wh 
Do talk, and talk only; for lil the great plan, f * 
— ck ey a 
Such guardians our truſt moo i 
They tell oe fine Bockes war] they tov ehoſen 

They _ on the ignorant, and gull the un 


And come on the blind fide of them that * 


They f d. sg, on a ſeven years leaſe, Sir. 
Theſe, theſe, are the maxims our rulers are prone. 


* 


to, 
Which honeſt men would be aſham'd, Sir, td} Why 
Nay, 


own ©; 


: 3 

imity 36 have kan'd to theſe 
notions, 

Lori And barter the Bible for worldly 


elf int'reſt is all; ſo a fig for the din, Sir, 
door, not to us who's out 6 


bell.) 
8 O N G. 


rava- 


dung by Ad. Yater, in the Capricious Lovers 


andy HO” my features, I am told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 

— Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt: 

Not a wrinkle is there, 

oy Which is furrow'd with care, 

| And way bert i 5 light xs the beſt 


1, „ 
5 When I look en my boys, 
renew all my 
1155 my children I fee; 
E 


- 
Z Ot 


In the days as, 
Ob! ITcaper'd and fong, 
The laſs came flocking ® pace; 
3 But now turm d of threeſcore, 
I can do ſo no more— * 


Sir. 


Tone * = 


„ to] Why then let my boy take my place. - 


Nay, 


| And now let our children 


( 46 ) 
Of our -pleaſures we crack; 
For we {till love the ſmack, i 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Why ſhould we repine ? 
You'ye had your's, I've had mine, 
begin. 


S O N G. 


+ 
THE GENERAL HUNT. 


| re's field, . 
| 3 
N P þ 
we purſue the chiding ! 
The 1: 
3 Eaxc 
1 he fe 


| Some fain wou'd hunt for honour, 1 


A game that's hard to find; 


8, & whit 


: ob #9 ) & 

"| The needy unt for chari | 

egy cute ag HY p 
| And a hunting, &c. 


Our patriots loudly bellow, 
The nation's deſp'rate caſe, 
' While all their ſtir and buſtle's made 


OE IO 
And a hunting, . 


* 


Full cry the tories hunt the whigs, 
Who in their turn purſue ; 
4 _ one another down, 
Run down their country too. 
And a hunting, &c. 


: — ” 84 > 


ie lawyer hunts out quibbles, 
Your title to maintain ; 
1 He'll hunt the right till it be wrong, 
Then hunt it back again. a 

3 And a hunting, &c. 


— 


The toper hunts his pot, 
per duly Hg bog, 

hunt another's purſe 
And loſe fight of their own. 


And a hunting, &c, 


8 - 
— 


| Erde tades hunt their lovers; | 99 
3 Each lover hunts his laſs ; 
ren * 
| uns out Bs Weng 
4 And a hunting, &c. 


.( 48) 


Ot hill and dale with hounds and hom, 
Let's hunt boys while 'tis light; 

Then joyous we'll o'er flowing bowls, 
Revive the chace at night. 


And a hunting 4 


S O N G. 


LITTLE BINGO. 


i 


4 
3 
4 


His name was li 
The farmer's dogAeapt over — he e. 
Bingo. 


His name was h 


B with an I—1 with an N, 
N witha G—G with an O, 


And is not this a feet little ſong? 
I think it is--by Jingo. 
And is not this, &. | 
] with an I, &6 


SONG 


(4) 


1 s O N G, 
ng 4 n | DOURALING, 
morning in the parade, 
* To view the bs ho prog a maid 
+ captain came in ſcarlet pride, 
444 march'd by the ſoldiers fide : 
4 ] hy care, ſays he; I'm here, ſays ſhe, 


And ready for and your company 
warrant Tl give you as good as — 
ir you dare engage my Dovraling | 


4A And a8 ſhe caft her eyes about, 
She ſpy da piper peeping out, 
Between him too little drummers lay, - 


Tue pipe ſhe ſeiz'd and began to 

The drommers before, kepe faſt th tent door, 
And beat a preparative o'er and ofer, 
And when ſhe could keep him no longer within, 
They beat a retreat on her Douraling. | 


i 


„ 


The captain went, the lieutenant came, 
Preſented his pike, and ſaluted the dame: 
ne boldly, attack d her with ſword in hand, 
I, And bid her obey the word of command; 
s you were, ſays he; to the rear, ſays ſhe, 
'Y To the right and left open, my dear, ſays he ; 
There's room, ſhe reply d, if you dare venture in, 
{ Rnd quarters gogy i Wy a 


The 


; 6300) . 


The , reſolv'd to o ercome, 

A a fix'd to a bomb, 

| The ; the match did lay, 

And ſoon he gain'd the cover'd way; 

He batter'd in his breach, but miſs'd his wa, 

His faggot too ſmall to fill the ditch : 0 
So, ſhe off with diſdain did the engineer fling,” r 
And bid him begone from her Douraling N No trea 
The chaplain came as a chaplain ſhould, | ves: 
In true platoons, knelt, ſtoop d, and ſtood, - ©» 

He fich the ditch with a faggot of ſtrength, Fl 


And ramm'd ee 


length; 

= Fake care, fays he; there, there, ſays, he, 

Dear doctor you preach ſound divinity ; 
eee 5 


6 4 


5 


» 41 
F | 


4 


* . 


(13 


s O *. 


To honour and 
For power and profit in view. 


* 


77 fete word ahem 


ie foiler with plenty rewardi 
ES 


| Te rl induſtry Sg right. 


courtier's more ſybject to dar 


tan we, who to politics 


Mod wou'd not commit a baſe action 


1 


THE MERRY SAILOR. Fr 


WES > 


- 
. 
I 


- Enrich'd with the ngs * life, 


; oy 
; ſtrife. & 414 


par fir Mg, A * os. 
— 4 tg i „ 
2-8: X 1 


1 6 


= 


i Cho. Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, * 
: " Oildng ſack glittering to? s? 

A hght heart and a thin pi of breeches 17 
, Goes through the n . 
073 „ 


4 
of | 


r - . 
* 


0 * ; 
No mortals o. \ be greater, 


| Cho, Then why hould, Ke. 
3 8 0 N G. * =” 1 
Written by the late Harty Howord. Af 


S Billinſgate N uſting her 
A ee 
a diſh, 7 


| Bebed the young hare wth countenance 4 

INSTR ES wants of cod. | 
> | de, | 
Wins mapoef her fingers, and turn of her ned 
3 EEE 

bargain at preſent was not thing 
e eee 
Derry du A 


e 


ene 
ERS | 
| Arr a ater hr coontenance 


Not falmon hid ever fo c a 
1 Monfic 


* % [ * 
© , . 


hat be d . 


( $3 ? 
. ready to mel 
his gudg6on, his cray-fiſh, and 1 
To his boar thi he took her, and puſh'd off his 


| Then ritd about ber, ju kt a ed. 


if Hianer inthe Thanies while he conftantl ves, 


He found 


And call'd 
melt; 


And not in the leaft fearful of wind or waves ? 

Plamp Nan with her baſket makes vocal the ftreets, 

And will ſhew her fine fiſh to each one that ſhe 
meets. 


Derry down, &c. | L 
X Induſtrious chearful , 

241 nn 1 
Ern will 
Cn Rakes.” 


e &c. 


( 


FRENCH MILLINER: 


p French milliner ow'd me ſome menby, 10 
5. al 3 


| by .baf «Hold Bal ne day, in a manner dewitchin 
— W 

4 ing. 

* M6) r e 1s Fe 
. C2 Me 


1 


Me can make you ſome ſhirts a- la mode Fn 
Vid the ruffle 2 never did fee': 

\Minetrade is to hem, and to whip, 
-Repondez, Monſieur, you look 


I told her I wanted no ruffles nor ſhirts, 

Reſol yur» * more to deal with ſuch flirts; _ 

She quickly reply'd, den monfieur, if you won't, 
— WT TY my conte. 


s ON G: 
A SONG UPON SONGS. 


OME every briſk ſoul, K 
Who delights in a bowl, 4 
In mirth, 1 _ e 

| 898 | 

While here rehearſe, 

15 To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. | 
But firſt I declare, 1 
To him that will hear, 
Thas little inal ſ 14 
Let him drink he will 1.1 
Nought offenſive or ill 1 
Is canin d in my fong upon a. 1 


Great ſtateſmen conceal, 
Their ſchemes wheel in wheel, - 


And under diſguiſe commit wrongs ; 


751 — court, 
ee cor for fat livir 
While I, with low aim, 


p in reste 


And fome love a poker 1 wag | | 
_ me love Aa an > 
Some admire duettos, 

| And others cantatos, 


2 my fong upon ſongs. | 
= Rn 


* 


1 read, a : 5 : 5 
Each ſong which to this book belong ; 
You'll own, I believe, ". 


| this our fong upan nnn. 


U 


* 
= 
* 
* % 
* - 
= z = 
* 
= 
Y - 
| A 
* 
. 
% * 
— * b * L 
id „ — "De * 


Fi 


22 rere res ersteres 


Fb 


ep a fauker-womans--yes, fair, fays - 
a fauker-womans to be ſure, ſair. 


U 


* * p N . 


Un zt 115 


8 
J Thr l 


1 
ii 


$35 


IN 3] 
125 


- Jt 
DA 11 
2111 8 $55 
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- 


. he vas 


of the eye. 
him anoder dump. Zo den he came up ta ] de pls 
i dump of the yeek, den. I gift 


% 


45 


1 
. 


2 


i 


- 


F 


now yentlemens, 


dangle, one 


© 
: 


= 
* 


LY 


> 


and 
p to 
gift 


bis 


Le 


* 


rss kisses 


: ( 59 ) 1 

| ſhane dat one man ſhoud pite anoder mans noſe. 
Zo one yentleman vas come and gife me 2 
dump, and another came and give me a dump, 
by Got dey gife me ten hundred thouſand dumps, 
ind kick me out ban. wa þ Zo as I vas 
| go down ftairs, I zay murder] murder| Zo 
who ſhould come up but an Englifmans, as I 
mas know fery vell. Zo I zay to him, come 
{| Jong mid me, here is Mynheer YVanſlawken ſays, 
| hafe pite his noſe. O d-m his plood, ſays 
Le Engliſbman, tell him he pit his noſe his own 


_ 
. — 


ei; by Got I tought it vas _ comical, dat 2 
ſe : 


man ſhould pite his own no owever I knew 
de Engliſhmans vas very good at de dumps, and 
de plumps, he vas bete nine or ten Duſbman: 
| ” tly; I vas run in, dere! dere! ſays I, 
1 Mynheer Yanflawken, you vas a blackguard, you 
4 vas a ſcoundrel and a diefsman, you ſay I vas 
+7 pite your noſe, by Got ſair, you pite your own n 
noſe your own ſelves. — Got tam my plood, 
F yentlemans, fays Mynhcer Vanſſatoten, here is a 
$3 ard, here is a ſcoundrel! Now yentle- 
mens, I will be juged by ye, veder it is poſſible 
'F a mans can pite his own noſe his own ſelves. - 
20 all the yentlemen zay no to be ſure,--But 

7 Mynheer Hoofinecten, a very grave viſs mans vas 
ſhiting by de fire ſide, drinking his tankard of de 

ſmilſht peer, and ſmoaking his pipe of de fmoiſht - 
tobacco. Ventlemens ſays he, noding is im- 
poſſible mid Got--—if Got pleaſe a man may 

pite his own noſe his own ſelves. Zo den 

de yentlemans vas fall aboard de great fat Duſþ- 
4 man, and give him ten hundred douſand dumps 
F for pite his own noſe his own ſelf, and lay it 
upon anoder mans. But in de mean vile, who 

| 9 2 CG 5 ; ſhould- 


— 


* 


mans, 
- ſkite your brogenbrooks, he was come in, O0 
yentlemen, ſays he, vat is de reaſon 
Nr C come 
ſhit down, ſays he, I vill gif you a pit of a Dutch 
ſong. Zo den dey ur , for M 


Kater felto's ſong, 2 4 Monheer * 
begin. 


York . 
moiſnet hav'en con ge 
Elben ye metarma ſcope; 
Myre gelt is out o rhine ſack alofe, 
Yonk coop macarmus, 


My — 


s O G6. 


W W N 


. 14 AM a young ht er launch'd into life, 


Andwant is poſes x choie thing call'd 2 
| W 


Yet my efforts the women regard not a ruſh {| 8 
Ä Be quien, roy all dd may 


Derry down, be., 


I courted Clarinda, whoſe father makes candles, 1 


Some 


11 


; "2 ©" "i" of A | 
and he ford me to 
Derry down, &e. 


On Priſcills the fair, I next made an attack; 
When, boaſting of noſe, and the ſtrength of my 


| nnn ._ 
1 c me a braſh. 5 | 
1 * Derry down, &c. | 


In this fad dilemma, what courſe could I ſteer, 
The ſex are ſo cruel, fo coy, ſo ſevere; , 

I apply'd to young Kitty. who bade me be huſh, 
And ſaid, to oblige me, ſhe'd grant me 8 1 


Derry down, &c. 


I often repeat theſe ſweet viſits to Kate, 

Who rejoices to ſee me both early and late; ; 
The prieſt ſhall ſay grace, and we I braſh it ab, 

| di morn, noon, — till the bruſh i 15 worn out. 
Derry down, down, &c, 


i 0 
- : 


| THE KENNEL RAKER, OR GRUBBER, 


1 Dre 
„ ls pins, ruſty nails — to my 
nen mind; : "NS. 

. ; | C6 Yet a 


| ( 62 )) 
Yet I wear a ſound heart true to great George Ton 


our ki -f 
2 ragged and poor, with clear conſcience Of v 


* 


Tho' I ſweep: too and fro, yet I'd have you 1 But 
know, For 


r nn 


The ſtateſman he ſweeps in his coffers the bunt Wh 
That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that honor do % 
| hunt; 
| The action tho dirty he cares Not a ſtraw, 
So he * but the ready the rabble may jar. 
Tho' I ſweep, &c. 


I'm told that the parſon, for I never go, | 
__ . man preach 1 — he'll never ſtick to; 
is all for the ſweepings he tips ye the cant, 
You might pray by yourſelves alle depend firs | T 
— | 4 mM 


i? 


One ſweeps you from this life you cannct tell | 


where, 
And what place you go to the doctor don't carey, | 
$0 he brings in hes bill your long purſes to broactf? 
Then he laughs in his fleeve as he rides in his 
coach. 
Tho! I ſweep, &e. J 


Your counſel may plead; but pray what is it for, 


Hliis eye s on) our tob, whilſt he chatters the law; 


I | Tongue=- } 


bh ( 63 ) 
corge Tn 0” and fecps you 


+3 quite 
1ence nr 
W 


ou t But s beft in what ſtation we are, 
| For the grand ſweeper Death we can ſooner pre- 


pare 
| Your e your parſon, your phyſick and 


blunt When death takes 2 fireep are no more han- 
or do chaw. 


Kc. 9 | 8 0 N G. 


| MOLL THOMPSON'S MARK. 
to 7 


* HERF is sent ying has long been in uſe, 

4 Applied to the fog iſh, the vain, and profuſe, 

&c. 14 MT ſounds empty, wrote a witty _ rk, 
Comes another and conſtrues it 

| or s mark. 


Derry down, * 


As the mark of Moll Thompſon ſome meaning 
doth bear, 
ae in appearance do too often wear, 


Let's it about for no harm do | ſee 
I Caareſult from the freedom of uſing MT. 
r, ; Derry down, &c. 
\ 4 . | 


33 to be free, 
And is head rod hogh, bear mark of MT. 


phac'd i in his ert chair of ſite, 
To prove his — W. Aal hw w 2 
Na man o'er a haunch ſo | 


Bur his belly —_— the b. 


Derry * & c. ; 


1 affords * moſt ſound, 


: | abound, 
. m mu 'comic or 


tragical be, 
VINE SER BEING 208, to wear mark of MT, 


Derry down, &c. 


The affected, fo vain his deſire, 
Fr ge uſes tivſel to grace his attire ; 


1 deck d in a „aye gay as can be 
Ha pocket (ed eue) r wears mark of MT. 


the maiden to W hitke'd repairs, 


#* 


The doctor deligh ie to ſee, 
— mark of MT. 
* Derry down, &c. 


8 
Come j vin ay toaſt, and cach man drink his 


glaſs, 


ſpouting, in noiſe. much 


erry down, &c. 


With half-crowns in 4 N to pa; fur his prayers, 


Since Moll Thomplon' s mark for diſcredit doth 


I . - Mar 


Us 


And he'll match the beſt monarch at laugh and- 
J ola miſerly wretches who ſtarve in their rags, 


To ſport with a damſel at laugh and lay down. 


CS 
May our heads and our pockets for ever befree, 


From ſcandalous term of the mark of MT. 
ec a Derry down, &c. 


LAUGH AND LAY DOW Ns 
W 1 attempt heavy minutes to 


With Ombre, with Commerce, Picquett, or 

For once let us ſing an old game of renown, i 

The old Britiſh paſtime call d _ and lay down, 
Hey down derry, ho down derry, 
Hey down derry, hey ho, hey ho. 


This paſtime the fountain and ſource of all arts, 
Is play d by the force of mere natural parts, 


Its rules are fo plain from the plough take a 
clown, f s 


lay down. W 
Hey down derrys | 


4 


To add to the weight of their ill-go'ten bags, 
At night from their cheſts they will ſqueeze half - 
a crown, | * 


Hey down derry. 7 


Fat Aldermen too (tho! it paſs all belief) 
Forfake for this game even pudding and beef, 
[Thei: ſenſes in claret no longer they drown,. | 
When ſpouley invites m to laugh. and lay down, 
| | Hey down derry. 
Tho 


(66 ) hs 
adic'd Britons may cavil at B--e, 
And Au iy his title to 8 — diſpute; . 
Their — muſt ceaſe when this ſecret is 

known, 4 
He won „ 74 


: — | 
| et agree | 

The lawyers ” it as good as a fee, ; 
'The college with candour will own, 


That nature's beſt cordial is lau 3 | 


- Our reaſon wall as our ſenſe it refines, 
' Or. it ne er wou'd be practis d by pious divines, 125 
Archbiſhops and Prieſts (no diſgrace to the gown) _ 
To a man are all clever at la and lay down. 


Hey down derry. */ 


Tis women of all things ze fond of this ſport, 

From the ruddy milk maid to the dutcheſs at . 
court. 

been, well, and with black, fair, 

| You'll ne'er want a r 

down. 2 


5 Tho vt may with cometh object to this 
'Tis e hearts, ſpite of all they can 
Tho' they pi and cry fye, and refuſe with a 


Do but puſh the the thing home, and they'll laugh 
| and lay down. 


e 


— - @ 
* 


Hey down derry. 
Ye 


* 0 * 


. 


1 


b 
* 
4 
* 


| (6%) 
re batchelors who to the game have regard, 


This moral will teach ye to 2 fure card; _ 
| Take Veoming young wins, b bid adieu to the 


Pond wich them a end your evenings nclangh nd 
— Hey down der- 


2 0 * 6. 3 
* 484363 WS + 


* 
3 


= 1 JOXE. 


* 
1 


1 andye blood. ho love tipling and 


TA Nei be be. flent, attend what is oke, 


4 4nd Il make it appear that the world nd 


tantararara all. 
—— 
2g 253 7 


— from plain Sir to his Gracef 
8 will daul—till * 2g 


rr 


f w — che maſk. and hethromalf 


had are, war he fd yas al! ut in joke 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


The 


Younrilhfind his preferiptions were all but a; 


The next is old ſpin-text, reelaimer of evil, 2 


our ſins you will go to the 


for 
Whew out 


* If OUNG ; K 

| Youu erent ring 

$f Hans lowly, the fa Mogey Jo 

They ugg'd, and they coddel'd, and talk of 
'd with 


"PS & 1 


* 7 ” 
| 230 » he gave lor a jointure his 
» c. 
And Jockey, &c. 


They 


('o') 


nes ee 


fondling, until they came there; 


And Mogey ihe tov her dear Jockey to bed. 
And Mogey, ke. 


They adhere awed, a th neighbour al i, 
And none were fo happy, and gameſome as they; 
es 2 a. 


For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 
For Jogkey, &e. 


| —— 


And when, r. 


450 b e 


He took home Mc codeine tl 
Who home bis — 


L while he arch 
the old barn; | 
They lid in » ſtock, for the caves that enkue, 


\ 


Ad tow live as wan aud wife uſually do. . 
en | BEY | ang 


SONG, | 


and by him were wen . 


| A 
aſt ; 
is 


Wit! 
Firſt 


EIT FP L- 


# 
bi By. 
s ON 6. 5 
THE SANDMAN'S WEDDING, 
CY ; ; 
N | L A CANTATA, P 
he? 8 7 
t un 


* _ RECITATIVE. 


oe the fandman drove his noble team, 
raw-rump'd aſſes, fand-ho! was his 


CL 8 - 
e A 


4 


h > 
ſock, uſt as he turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, 
ck is dear-lov'd Beſs, the bunter, chanc'd to meet: 
© mf} With Joy cry'd woa, did turn his quid, and fare, 
de. | 


* 


Firſt fuck d fer bead, and then addreſ d the fair. 


- 


earn, 

hd 

„ il 
| 


o 
Le J 
ws 
: 
* 


No 


No brick-maker or ragman's frow, 
then reproach my Beſs for Joe 
all 


For he's the kiddy rum and 
der all K. Gt boys de H. 


ry it 1 | 
Befs, fwell'd with gratitude, at length 


ty) 


| It was en an old leather trunk, fir, 


— = 


s ON G. 


THE Doctor” $ 0. 


d, J 
at, 1 
Ll — — RR 


ö S choad, 


of 
| Or Walker, Abe, or Rock, or the fal Cheraler- +13 
Toſcano the Great, or the little Vever. 


Or Walker, or Rock, or the fan's Chiralier 
Teta the Great, or the lint Vever, 


But maſter of more than man ever 
I EOSIES 

is are fare, 
The rirtues ſclefted from all are in him. 


His noftrums are ſure, &c. 


; 
N : 


9 
9 
*of 
l 9 


Here's kus a wife that ſhall wrangle and 
; ; That Qall mak hr ak or perhaps not at | 
7 : | | 5 Here's 4 


(4). 
Here's drops that exceed. th fo dend ben, a 


| | For they givethe . ere Ur . 


Here's » ſaulf that apply'd to the head in avigh | Wh 

Will flent a fiſh-woman, make her buck buck quiet, 1 
Elixir of life for the lads of the blado, | iy 

Prepar'd from thewind that d the Armada. 


e Bur 
| Jus Hs zrits 6f bumonr, 8 

| — Foot, and. Ge EEE 
Here's adraugh will extend the cloſe heart of a 
poder make ll but PL wits, 3 
| 4 "Here's x draught, fee, 


* | 


o 


8 


= 
. 


by 


| There's no getting rid of complaint, or of ill, 
F — — ney nr 
» n throw up your —_— 
| Ando you hw, ae 
— eee 


* (6984) 
SON G. 
THE ScoLD. 


|| QOME women whe a t in drels, 
And ſome in cards pleaſure, 
F | Whilſt others place their happineſs - 


In heaping hoards of treaſure; 
vate ſome delight to kiſs, 

ir hidden charms unfolding, 
But all miſtake their ſov'reign bliſs, 


There's no ſuch joy as ſcolding. 
| The-inſtant that 1 


1 
In 


4 


2 — 2 by 


* — oy to Games, | 

ol Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They my tongue a mile hence; 

a When at the board I take my ſeat, 

Kc. "Tis one continued riot, 

7 I cat ind old, and fold and cat, 


* 
- 


My clack 1s never quiet. 


; Too fat, tao lean, too hot, too cold, 

the I ever am complaining; 

- ÞF Tooraw, too roaſt, too young, too 

Te, Each gueſt at table paini 
cc. Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fi 
7 2 1 Tho' of my own providi 
I fill find fault with every dich 

J Still every ſervant chiding. 


32 to bed 1 go at night, 
forely fall a weeping, 

1 For den l tofe my great delight, 

Ho can I ſcold when fleeping ? 


D 


C..” 


But 


. 


But this my pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes ſorrow, 

Altho' to-night it be too late, 
Il pay it on to-morrow. 


s O N G. 4 
THE WHEELBARROW. T , — 
A Cantata. N 
Croy 
A® * Will along St. Paul's did move, f 


Depreſt by weighty load, but more by love, 
By — the fair Ceriſſa chere he found, | 
| Crying her fine heart cherries, round and ſound ; 
Will,] . inſtant pitch'd, then ſtrait careſs'd 


TP hy lips are cherries, ſweeter far, 

a Than thoſe which in the barrow are, 
With ſuch a ftore of charms, tis well 
You may have ſtolen hearts to ell. 
With ſuch a ſtore, &c. 


My dear Ceriſſa too you know, 
You ſtole it from me long ago; 
And now I ſtop to aſk of thee, 
To give it back, or marry me, 


To give it back, &c, 


Ceriſla, archly leering as he ſpoke, 
While all the cherries bluſh'd upon her cheek, 
The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd, cull'd apace, 
And ſent, like thunder, at his dol:ful face; 4 
Then grafp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And — round at Will, triumphant ſung: 


s 


"> 
Z2 


— 
p - 
* 
* 


© 


ooo SSS 


( 97 
mn D 


leep ni ut porter's arms; 
* dul. dereſt ſuch ſcum, 
We And figh for conqueſts yet to come. 
.*3 Fairyouths my ſov'reign power thall feel, 
5 Ten thouſand hearts I'll daily ſteal; 


| And beautious nymphs ſhall.envious ſee 
” Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me, 

: Submit to me, ſubmit to me, 
| Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


e 1 $8 N 8. 
— | THE DUST CART. 
| | . A Cantata, | 
S tink'ring Tom thro' the ſtreets his trade 
did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by, 


{ Induſt cart high advanc'd, the bu / OP vlac'd, 
| With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt : 8 
Tom, with W hands, th' occaſion bleſs d. 
” And thus, in oothing ſtrains, the maid addreſs'd: 


O Sylvia ! while you drive your cart 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You 1 take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts : 
That mine is gone, alas! tis true, 


—̃ A 
* ” 


cel, And dwells among the duſt with you, 
de, And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, caſe my pain, 


” 2 Give me my heart you ſtole again ; 
; Give me my heart, out of your cart, s 
Give me my ** you ſtole again. * 


Sylvia, 


. 
1 


N % 


She heav'd her ſwelling 


Cumber d with love of Doll, who fat hard by, 


. i # 
Sylvia, adranc adyanc'd above the rabble rout, 


xulting, roll'd her ſpa N eyes about; 
as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on n helle folks below : | 


To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 


And then, reſoly'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, , 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? | 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 


The youths ſhall languiſh and admire; 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 


Shall long to ride, long to ride, 
Long —_— in my duſt cart: 
n with — hone, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 


Wall long to ride in my duſt cart. 


'$ ON G. 
THE TURNSITr. 


A Cantata. 


As near, by by fire-fide, fat John, 

To turn the ſpit, and baſte the meat therec 
: Oily emiſſion did bis face o'erflow, 

Droping at chin as houſe with thawing 


ſnow : 


Culling falubrious fruit to make a p 


Je, | 
His flame emerg'd, which long in embryo oy a 


NegleRs the ſpit, and thus addreſs d the maid: 


Inferior ſweets the bees exhale 
From fertile lawn or flow ry dale, 
Too thy unequal charms, 

To thy 2 charms: 


ER E 2 | 
Th? blooming pink, and bluſhing roſ 
e ming pink, and ing roſe; 
we O fold me in thy arms ! 
O fold me in thy arms 


ohn Earth cannot our pleaſures divide, | 
When John is a bridegroom, and Doll is his bride : 
Whatever's thy humour, I'll never fay nay, 
Our nights ſpend in pleaſure, nor diſcord by day. 
Our nights ſpend in pleaſure, &c. 


Doll, with indignant rage aſſaults the ſwain, 
7 Confus'd. her paſſion, like the rapid main; 
At length, impetuous to rhe ſcull'ry flies, 
The ladle wields, and thus exulting cries; ' 
Preſumptuous fool, no longer fing elate, 
Nor with ſuch muſic woo me for thy mate ; 
Blythe as the feather'd race, born to be free, 
I ive then, liſten to my w ll's decree : | 


Were men as ſcarce as diamonds are, but ſeldom 
1 Ts to'be found, . | 
The maiden ſtate I'd calmly bear, ere to ſuch 
lout be bound; | 
Shall I, whom footmen often woo, ſtoop td a 
clumſy wretch like you ? x 
Shall I, whom footmen often woo, &c. 


John ſtood azhaſt, his head deſpondent hung, 
While fear confin'd the efforts of his tongue; 
But ſoon as reaſon had reſum'd her reign, 
He took his ſeat, and turn'd the ſpit again; 
* , Refolv'd no more the maiden to invoke, 
Wich mimic accent thus his mind he broke; 
The kids that crop the verdant lawn, 
D 3 The 


680 wy 
The bleating lamb, tlie dapple fawn + He! 


Are not more blythe than I. _ ML 
Henceforth content ſhall crown my brow, 1 

Releas'd from ev*ry nuptial vow ; He 

Henceſo th content ſhall crown my brow, 1:4 Pro 

Reſeas'd from ev 'r — voW. But 

$ ON G. I For 

THE TAYLOR AND SEMPSTRESS, 1 
Simile Simili gaudet. 1 


* r there was, and he liv d in a garret, | \ U 
2 er in his days taſted champaigne or 1 


1 Tt 
Wich high bh or ragouts, he never was fed, Wh 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bredd. mT, 
Derry down, &c, 
His work he purſu'd without any repining, O. 
When — 6 with a pint of three-threads for his- 4 
lin . 


Till Cu — whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Sempfitreſs s bodkin deſtroy'd his quietus. 


Derry down, c. , 


No longer a birth-ni t affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell : : 


7 Ap 4. SV, PL ** 


Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them 
- to hell, Derry down, &c. v 
itying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
| And bps him to Screw the hole be had | F 


— 


1 
— 3 5 


ow, 


* 
4 
1 
* 


W., 


( 8: )- 


He made him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 


Whoeer finiſhed without firſt beginning a ſuit ? 
Derry down, &c. 


He viſits the Sempſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; 


nut ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and 


wheedle, 


1 For ſhe, lack a day, was as as a needle. 


. 1 
his 


us, 
us. 


&c. | 


XC. 
id, 
ad | 
He! Y 


+. 


erry down, &c. 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, bes 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his 
doom ; 


Vnleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


The fates. Sears would ſoon cut off his remnant ' 
ol life. Derry down, &c. 


* 


Do you think, cry'd the Sempftreſs, I'll take-for 


a ſpouſe, 
One whom no one eſteems three ſkips of a louſe : 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a man, 


Derry down, &c. | 


The taylor proceeded with lying, en 


treating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 


peating ; 
A woman un. rarry'd was uſeleſs, he faid ; 


Was juſt like a needle without any thread. 


Derry down, &c. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together 
he cry'd, 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 


94 Tho“ 


=. 


Y 


. 
cy 
: 


= 
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+ Tho' to turkies and capons he could not 
She — always be ſure he of © gooſe at the 


n So le 


As ſhe wor'd he commended ber fingers fo nim- 1 * 


And bare that her were more t than 
| r 1 4 
Tho' ran was his wit, he fo ated his part, 6 

Tint (I know not how it was) he cabbag'd her 
heart. down, &c, 


e in hand to the I went, 
Nor appear d in her viſage diſcontent; 
None bur death could the conjugal knot have un- 


For e legg'd together they ſat il wy dy'd. 

— 41 

| THE ORANGE WENCH. « 4 

2 8 8 ret my honefl meſſi-ates. 

ey'd playhouſe Sal, 
pay wench, 


1- 


8 learing 
A is A — ns 
With baſket on her arm, 
- Was tripping o'er each bench: 
In notes ſo ſhrill her trade ſhe cry d, 
To tempt the beaux and belles; 
Will you have ſome oranges, or chi ips, 
Or elſe ſome nonpareils. 


Voung Buck obſerv'd the ſqualling n RO 

And as ſhe ſcudded by, ng yeah, '2 
He ſeiz d her foot, and prais d it much, 1 
But lipp'd his hand tco high; 


— +> 


| ( 83 ) 

> | The girl to freedoms ſuch as theſe, 

ING Hal been accuſtom'd lo 

c. so let him go where er 1 
Nor thought him in the wrong. 


'F Down by his fide her feat ſhe took, 
n hopes her fruit to ſel]; 
And practis'd all het female arts; 

F She knew her buſineſs well. 

And while one hand at liberty - 

Her hidden charms enjoy'd, 

In rummaging the baſket thro' 
The other was emplpy d. 


n-, T7 Hechoſe an orange from the reſt, 
yy: * My dear, what is the price?“ 
d. ** Tis fixpence, fir; for one fo fine 
+ «© That hardly will ſuffice. 

«« carry no commodities 

«« But what are fit for uſe; _.. 
&« Then have it, fir, and take m my \ word 

« You'll-find it full of j . 


SON G. 
THE PILGRNIM., 
From the original Italian. 


152 
*. 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee; 

Wich cockle ſhells on hat brim, 


| '2 Staff, beads, and ſerip, in that dim. 


Befitting of a pilgrim, 
"Bering for 3 
3 


With 


44 


| With unſhod feet he traces 
His way thro! wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 

In hopes ſome roof ro ſee ; 
But when that he could find 
No houſe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 

To it for charity. 


„ 5 
* * 


But now, when moſt dejected, 
Kind heaven, when leaſt expected 
A maiden's ſteps directed, 
" Whencecame you, fir, ſays ſhe. 
Full many a weary ſtep, ſweet, . 
Ard all with theſe poor bare feet, 9 
O could I by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 


Wich courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I fee your quite ſpent, 
Yet what I ſay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 
No ſpeeches, fir, while I live, 
If I have aught I can give, 1 
*Tis given in charity, L= 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 
And call'd her love and ſweeting, 
And many a tender greeti 
80 kinda heart had "a * 
Kind, fir, favs ſhe, you're tir'd, In 
- *Tis time you were retir'd, 
Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd, 
But lent in charity, 


2 . 
45 2 


As much as woman could do, 


N 


Lads, liſt 2 love, and your leſſons I'll teach, 
To the breaſt-work advance, and then batter in 


\ 


( 85 ) 


My tenement is brittle, 


And is, I fear too little, 
It fits me to a tittle, 
So in at once went he. 
Throu gh many a town and city 
I've — and O! the pity, = 


Ne'er met a room fo pretty, 


Nor ſo much charity. 


Nine days he paſt in clover, 
So well he play'd the lover; 


| She thought it too ſoon over, * 


And will you go? faid ſne. 
But, gentle pilgrim, ſnould you 
Return, you know I would do 


To ſhew my charity. 


$-QO . 
TAE GENERAL TOAST, __ 


OW Eurepe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, * 
And 1 commanders ſleep fearleſs of. 4 


breach, 
Sing tantararara, taff all. 


'Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 

In Cupid's campaign our foes are all fair ; 

As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure; 4 
Here's ſucceſs to our enſign, the Standard of Plea 


D6' | Come- 


ſure, 


May we never want courage when put 3 


"= Jpitted. 


(% ) 
chem, my lads to your lips the brimming glaſs / 


And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 


May we e -we pleaſe, and pleaſe where we 
iſs 


The wiſh of the portſman (hall next be recounted, 
Like him, each fair ladyloves well to be —_—y 
| The lover in his toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 

For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the bare. 


I en, whole lomnchs for fooling ar fi | | 


ſpit; 
Andleſt Jen ſhould think yourſelves not bg T 


= Here's the meat that befl bafles itſelf, when 'tis beff 1 


1 Come, 11 once again let your glaſſes be 
* iz k 
; Here's the oye that words af, when tis befl an 


| moſt pleas'd ; WI 

I And fill to go on wich the favourite theme, Her 
Here s to dying virginity, unction extreme. . 

| Ani 

May our — always be pleas'd to receive, 

And carefully ſave — we bountiful give, Her 

And (when 3 time) to depart we are ready, | 
May our dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy ! To 


£ One heal h more, m brave boys, with your | 
* leaves I e 
4 3 


* 


i, | 
ne 


ux 


nd To the laſs who's lamb-like, Nr 


# Þ 


yard ; 
| And her architect fiſter, the joy of the 
T Who the ſtones can replace, "I 


67 9. 


Has the neft in the buſh, and the buth's beſt 


friend, 


4 rue vird who his life in that neft loves to ſpends 
Let's now toaſt ſome females ; the firſt my muſe 


[Ts the Bookbinder's wife, that- well Kacke in 


Sowell does ber work not a bandfal leaves land 
ing. 


"Here's the miller wife's muſic, worth all other 


. tones, 


* When the fluice is ſet open, and ſtrong grind * 


the ſtones. 


Caltthe maker of baſkets, bis wife worth abottle, _— 
She'll trip the burk down, and yet ſafe keep the 


p wattle. 


Who till wags her tail, as ſhe taſtes e teat, 


Here's the coal-hole of Cupid, may ev'ry buck * 


win it! 


And to all, equal joy in the critical minute. 
Here's the niceſt houſe-maid, who fill on her 


To keep the fiones clean, and well ſcower the 


u. 


= 
” - * 
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-- 
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* 
- 
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The young female chymiſt, by natural heat, 
The eſſence of life 1 can get, 
But of all the fair females, the girl I moſt prize, 
Is the ſkilful far'd female, the judge of a—fize. 


Now a truce with our toaſts; no one more I'll 
name, | | 1 
Since we've enter d the liſts to protect love's black 


Here's the centry, who keeps at the cockpit com- 
And naked at midnight, uncover'd with ſtand. 


Remember, lads, life is but a ſummer's ſhortday, * 
So while our youth ſhines, let us joyous make hay: 
[oy is all that we live for, let's equally ſhare it; 
's the harveſt of life, love, wit, and good To 
claret. ' 2 


S O N G. 


THE. TWITCHER, 


- Damſel I'm told + He 

Of a delicate mold, NY 
Whoſe father was dcad to enrich her, | He 
Of all her fine things, | 

Lace, ribbons and rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher, 4 

Poor girl! | WW. 
Priz'd nothing, &c. 


* 


( 8g ) 


t. The youths all around, * 4 
et, With courtſhi profound 80 
26% # Try'd every art to bewitch her; 
=o But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
|  Sh'd not be embrac'd 

By any thing elſe but her twiteher, 
Poor girl ! 


| Zy any thing, &c. 


Each offer'd his pelf 
In exchange for herſelf, 

If to him the Parſon _ ſtitch ber ; 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
9 She'd never bet 90d 

To any ching elſe but her twitcher, 
Poor girl! 


To any thing, &c, 


But Cupid wild 
To ſee himſelf foil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 
And humble her pride 8 
Whatever betide, % 
He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, : 
Poor girl! 
: | He ſcorn'd, Sc. 


Briſk Strephon the young, 
| Whoſe amorous tongue 
Was baited with words to de witch her; 


The 


(90 ) 
The god did p * 
To 1 the 
And try to outrival her titcher,. 


Poor girl ! 
And try, ic. 
Young Strephori drew her, 
And fluſh'd with 1 
Try'd kiſſes 2 oaths — her; 
He prattled and toy 
But Rill ſhe wA 


| But this cunning ſpark, 
x . 

He found out the way to oer reach her ; 

e gave her a trip, 

Which happened the lip | 
The myſtical knot of her twitcher, 

* Poor girl ! 

. 


3 
" The thing he intended, Ho 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her 3 F 

She cry'd no, no, no; H 
; But yet I can't go, 0 
Now do what you will with my twitcher, 

Dear boy ! 

Now do what, &. 


28 on” 
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| "Twas gentle John and Suſan, 


Sew'd Ggn 


1 


8 ON G 
Of a noble Race was Shenkin. 


LL in the land of C yder, 
At a place call'd 88 
Such a trick was play d 
Twixt a man and a 
As all the ſaints cry'd-fie on. 


Were at their recreation, 
W hich all muſt grant, 


I not in a ſaint, 
Was * 


Both evening, noon, and morning, 
Briſk Johp was at her crupper, 

He got in her geers 2 

Five times before pra prayers, . 

And fix times after ſupper. \, 4:6 


John was both. brisk and airy, 
And Sufan lov'd fruition ; 


Which brought the 
'To tell the truth, * 


Full oft to repetition. . <4 


| John being wall provided, 2 5 F 


8 
So looſely lac 
8 


(92) 
But when the knight perceiv'd 


That Suſan been ſinning 
And that this laſs, 
For want of 


Lov'd ſporting more than ſpinning. 


To purge his houſe from ſcandal, 
Of filthy fornication, 
And of ſuch crimes, 
To ſhew the times, 
His utter deteſtation. 


Took bed, and rug, and bolſter, 
Wich blankets, ſheets, and pillows, 
And Johnny's frock, 

And Suſan's ſmock, 

- And burnt them in the kill-houſe. 


With ev'ry vile utenſil, 
On which they had been wicked, 
As chairs and ſtools, 
Old trunks, clofe-ſtools, 
And cke the three-legg'd cricket. 


But had each thing defil'd, 
Been burnt in Brampton- Brian, 
We all muſt grant 


The knight would want 
Himſelf a bed to lie on. 


- 
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S O N G. 
TEAGUE'S, MISFORTUNES, 


Y Chreeſht and faint Patrick, going home 

5 late laſt night, 

? [about two in the morning I was put in à fright; 
comes a dog in a doublet, ſtripp'd all in his ſhirt, 
FAnd throws down poor Teague very clean in the 

] dirt. 

Irnen firing his piſhtol direct on my Kiſh, 

tand ſtill, you damn'd dog, or you're dead on 

the plaiſh : ; 

De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 

F or ne er was dear joy in more ſorrowful caiſh, 


7 Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 

Tour rogueſhip one day will at Tyburn be try'd : 

* PII you again at ſuch vile tricks as 
le, 


Ine will, fwear, joy, upon your Majeſty's peaſh. 


Thus threaten'd, he ſhivilly ery d, my dear honey, 


Fil not hurt thee at al. but preſent me thy money. 
IMy r joy, tis Teague's ſoul - he's un- 


Well, c'en take it all for by Chreeſht I have 
none. 


$ ON G. 
Fier a Church-warden's or Pariſh Feaſt, 
Tune—Chevy Chace. | 


OME let us all, with one accord, 
Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and * ; 


ONG 


Yeay- 


( 94) And! 

Yea, let us make our hearts right glad, 
For tis a pleaſant _ 1 

_ or tis a pleaſant thing. 

In time of old, when punch was not, 
Tobacco, nor ſtrong: beer, | 
How could men paſs their time away ? 


How could they find good cheer ? * 
Cho. How could, & 


Tons hay gorkd Gp in hang be gied; 1 
And eke with rejoice | 
Yea, how could they well tune their minds 
To make a joyful noiſe ? 
| Cho. To make, &. 


For till tobacco, punch, and beer, J 
As well as wine they had, | 1 
Full ſurely they, whene'er they met, b 
Did ſit all ſober ſad. 0 | 
But now that we thoſe things poſſeſs, 1 
Be light and glad each heart, "1 
And henceforth deem him an outcaſt 
Who firſt inclines to ſtart. 
85 Choe. Who firſt, * 


Yea, whoſoc'er he be that is 

In haſte to go away, 

E'en as a gentile him we'll treat, | 
For ever and for aye. 

Gho. For ever, A 


Therefore take head, all ye who've heard 
The words which are juſt paſt: 


- 


v 
* 
oy 


; 


_— 
| 1 
5 


Wand now it dad 


. 
„ . 
5 - 
+ 
* 

, &e. 


698) 
or to ſay, 


Thus endeth ſtave the laſt. 
Cho. Thus endeth ſtave the laſt. 


Fools ALL. 
Tune—Tantararara maſts all. 


Ser folly till keeps up it's force, far and 


near, 
A few fooliſh lines on the ſubje& pray hear; 


A ſubje& extenſive, for, ſearch the globe round, 
You'll find not a ſpot but where fools do abound. 


Sing tantararara fools all, fools all, 
Sing tantararara fools all, - 


Dame Eve was firſt fool'd by old Nick, and then 
madam 1 
A fool made, you know, of our forefather, Adam; 


Hence, both being fools, no diſpute it can need, 


To prove that from fools only fools could pro- 


ceed. Sing tantararara, &c. 


He who was call'd wiſe, whom queen Bathſheba 


bore 


By conmitinee fool'd more than well can be 
- utter” "I 

« All's nought but mere vanity,” then the, fool 
ſputter'd. Sing.tantararara, Kc. | 

And Socrates, who was declar'd by Apollo, 

In wiſdom to beat all his.countrymen hallow, - 

When told it, the hen-peck'd old ſage did reply, 

I know me 


(96) 
The traders, that fools of their cuſtomers make, 
Who 1 cheir fair words bad commodities | 
When in the Gazette with a * whereas” diſplay'd, | 


In turn, find that fools of themſelves they have 
made, Sing tantararara, &e, 


The methodiſt, with his lank hair, and pinch's | 

jaws, | | - Þ 

E of the mob which about him he 
Whocry, for our fakes how he wears out himſelf, 
Till too late they find how they're drain'd of 

their pelf. Sing tantararara, &c. 

| Thok Is Js, wich har fins cle and pane IN 

ools of her danglers to all the places, 

But, when wrinkles come, on a ſhelf the fool 's þ 


laid, E | 
;  Rejeted by more fools than thoſe whis Gs | 
8 Sing tantararara, &c. 


* This precepts s aſſented to by ev'ry voice, — 
h pos'd to wy ard Ba her choice, 
| Wy Ak At his — felty—-froms which you'll agree 

In all of us folly inherent muſt be. 
Sing tantararara, &c. Ang 


f | And now, to ſhew how complaiſant I can be, 
” Tthank you for liſt'ning thus kindly to me, 
A: — would fools deem you for liſt ning ſo 


long, 
To hear a fool ſing ſuch a dull fooliſh ſong. 
Sing tantararara fools all, fools all, | 


_ Sing tantararara fools all. N 


1 97) 


f 86 0 M 8. 
yd, a GUESS THE REST: 
Kc. | Tune—— Country Laſſes. 
h's I ET others with indecent ſongs, 
cy L To pleaſe ſome folks make trial, 


This company, I'm pretty ſure, 
To ſuch would give denial; 
Therefore, to ſhun what ſome may think 
Not fit to be expreſs'd, 
I' ſtop, e er I each ſtanza end, 
let you gueſs the reſt. 


As Hodge one day a maying went 
, With Dolly the Green, | 
' Mongſt other things, he ſaid to her, 
When you was May-day queen; 
'# Odzooks, you fo delighted me, 
That fain I would requeſt, 
Free leave with you to toy and kiſs, 
ice, F And--you can gueſs the reſt. : 45 
res Lord, Hodge, faid Doll, I knows as bw, © © 
K You men are falſe and fickle, | „ 
6 And mates your brags that, with love tales, 
Our caſy hearts you tickle. 
 _FGive me your » laid Hodge, and now, 
g ſo } To prove I's not in jeſt, . 
If you'll conſent, PI! buy the ring, 
And you can gueſs the reſt. 
all, Lou tete full well that feyther left 
Die ſheep and cows a many, 
G. . g 
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